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TO MARY IN HEAVEN. 


“Thi» celebrated poem,’’ leys Lockhart, ‘•was composed in September, 17 * 11 , on the anniversary of the day iu 
which he heard of tile death of bis early love, Mary Campbell. According to Mrs. Burns, he spent that day,though 
labouring under cold, in the usual work of his harvest, and apparently iu excellent spirits. But as the twilight 
dt-epeend lie appeared to grow very sad about something,’and at length wandered out to the barn-yard, to which 
his wife in her anxiety for his health, followed him, entreating him, in tain, to observe that the frost had set in, 
and to return to the fireside. On being again and again requested to do so, he always promised compliance-but 
still remained where he was, striding up and down slowly, and contemplating the sky, which was singularly clear 
and starry. At last Mrs. Burns found him stretched on a mass of straw, with his eyes fixe^ on a beautiful plan¬ 
et ‘that shone like another moon,’ and prevailed on him to come in. He immediately, on entering the liouy called 
for his desk, and wrote as they now stand, with all the ease of onexopying from memory, these sublime and pa¬ 
thetic verses.” 
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That surred hour can I forget* 

Can I fgrget the hallow’d grove, 
Where, by the.winding Ayr, w'e met, 

To live one day of parting love! 
Eternity will not efface 
Those records dear of transports past; 
‘Thy image at our last embrace; 

All! little thought we ’tw as our lasfl 


Ayr, gurgling, kiss’d his pebbled shore, 

Oerhung with wild woods thickening grt^eii; 

The fragrant l’ircli, the hawthorn Jiuar, 

Twined amorous round the raptured scene. 
The floweTs sprung wanton to be prest. 

The birds sung love on every spray; 

Till t oo, too soon the glowing west 
•I’rm laimed the speed of winged day. 


Still o’er these scenes my memory wakes, 
And fend IJ broods will, miser cart: 
T^ime but file impression stronger makes, • 
As streams their channels deeper wear. 
My Mary, dear departed s.h*de!_ 

Where is thy place of blissful rest! 
See’it thou thy lover lowly. lnid! 

H.-ar’st tiiou the groans that rend his hri 
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